BOSWELL'S LIFE OF JOHNSON
lowing passage in his minutes kept by way of diary: Sept. 7,
1736. I have this day entered upon my twenty-eighth year.
*Mayest thou, O God, enable me, for JESUS CHRIST'S sake,
to spend this in such a manner that I may receive comfort
from it at the hour of death, and in the day of judgement!
Amen.'
The particular course of his reading while at Oxford, and
during the time of vacation which he passed at home, cannot
be traced. Enough has been said of his irregular mode of
study. He told me that from his earliest years he loved to read
poetry, but hardly ever read any poem to an end; that he
read Shakspeare at a period so early, that the speech of the
ghost in Hamlet terrified him when he was alone; that
Horace's Odes were the compositions in which he took most
delight, and it was long before he liked his Epistles and
Satires. He told me what he read solidly at Oxford was
Greek; not the Grecian historians, but Homer and Euripides,
and now and then a little Epigram; that the study of which
he was the most fond was Metaphysicks, but he had not read
much, even in that way. I always thought that he did him-
self injustice in his account of what he had read, and that he
must have been speaking with reference to the vast portion
of study which is possible, and to which a few scholars in the
whole history of literature have attained.
Dr Adam Smith, than whom few were better judges on
this subject, once observed to me that 'Johnson knew more
books than any man alive.' He had a peculiar facility in
seizing at once what was valuable in any book, without sub-
.mitting to the labour of perusing it from beginning to end.
He had, from the irritability of his constitution, at all times,
an impatience and hurry when he either read or wrote. A
certain apprehension, arising from novelty, made him write
his first exercise at College twice over; but he never took that
trouble with any other composition; and we shall see that his
most excellent works were struck off at a heat, with rapid
exertion.
No man had a more ardent love of literature, or a higher
respect for it than Johnson. His apartment in Pembroke Col-
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